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title is from patience by guns n' roses. 


It took Duff a while to realize, really. When he did, though, he was surprised he didn't pick up on it sooner. 


Steven was always eating sweets. Somehow, the blond, bubbly drummer had candies crammed in his pockets or 
stashed away wherever he went. Duff wasn't sure how he did it, he just knew that recently, he'd caught 
Steven chewing on taffy or sucking on a hard candy whenever his gaze drifted to the shorter boy. Which was 
often, he admitted reluctantly. 


The first time he'd noticed, Duff hadn't thought much of it at all. The two of them, plus Slash, were sat 


around Izzy's shitty couch, sufficiently buzzed and watching some sitcom with unfocused eyes. 


While their guitarist snored quietly on the floor below him, Duff took a moment to pry his eyes from the 
bright glare of the screen to glance at Steven The drummer seemed to be the only one actually interested in 
the program, watching with a widened gaze and tilted head as canned laughter crackled from their worn-out 


speakers. 


Through the glaze of alcohol, Duff's brain sparked with the realization Steven had at some point produced a 
small, berry-blue lollipop and was currently swirling it on his tongue. The bassist watched almost in a trance as 
the younger boy closed his lips around the stick, the lump of candy bulging his cheek for a moment as he 
sucked before releasing it with a quiet smack. 


Duff hadn't meant to stare. But he was drunk enough, and it was late, and somehow he forgot to pull his eyes 
away. Steven had turned to look at him for a moment then, those wide, curious pupils studying him for a split 


second before eyelids crinkled almost-shut over them to accompany a wide grin 


The taller boy smiled back awkwardly, his actions hesitant as he processed being caught so off-guard. Steven 
had already directed his attention back to the television, and apparently took no mind to Duff's uncomfortable 
staring. Duff swallowed gingerly as he spent another second entranced by Steven's mouth around the lollipop 


before forcing himself to keep his eyes on the screen 
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It hadn't even crossed his mind until it had happened again, this time at a rehearsal. They were taking a quick 
pause to re-tune and catch their breath when Duff looked back at Steven as he always did, a quick, subtle 


check on their drummer's condition. 


Normally his gaze didn't linger, but his attention was snagged by the colorful handful of gummies Steven had 
just inhaled. He watched with a raised brow as the drummer cheerily shoved a couple more gummy bears into 
his mouth, his cheeks almost bulging as he chewed. The blond then dropped the bag at his feet as if he had 
done it a thousand times, picking his sticks back up and twirling one between his fingers casually. Duff noticed 
how conveniently hidden the sweets were behind Steven's bass drum, out of view from anyone but the 


drummer. 


Perhaps they weren't candies at all, then! Leave it to Adler to be taking edibles during practice. But if they 
were laced, why did he eat so many? Surely, only one or two were plenty for a good high; a whole handful like 
that could have disastrous results. 


Maybe Steven just really liked sweets. And so, maybe they were just gummy bears after all. Duff had to hold 
back the twitch of a smile threatening to pull at his lips at the thought. 


“Alright, Mckagan?" Izzy asked gently, snapping the bassist's attention back to the task at hand. He nodded 
solemnly, trying to appear as if he had remained focused the entirety of the short break. 


"And you, Popcorn? Got the right tempo this time?" Axl asked with a slight sneer, flipping around dramatically 
to face the small man behind the kit. Steven gave him a double thumbs up, sticks still clutched in both hands 
and a sheepish, toothy grin on his face. Duff couldn't help himself then- Steven's positive energy was 


contagious, and he looked down to hide the amused smirk of his own mouth. 


Nothing explained the weird floaty feeling in his stomach, or why he couldn't get Steven's blond, smiling face 
out of his head, dammit! But as Axl counted them back in, his curiosities slipped to the back of his mind while 
his fingers fell into rhythm on his bass. 


The next time, Steven had begged Duff to use his precious day off work to begrudgingly accompany the 
shorter blond to the skatepark. Steven chattered the entire five-block journey, skateboard under his arm, flat 


brimmed hat smashed crookedly over his blond waves, and an infectious glint in his eye. 


Duff had lounged as comfortably as he could on the concrete, watching Steven passively as the drummer 
worked on his tricks. He wasn't amazing by any means, but Duff found himself slightly impressed when Steven 
landed a kickflip after ten minutes of trying. He was content, and surprisingly relaxed sitting on the ground 
while mindlessly watching his friend stumbling around on the board. 


Steven successfully, but clumsily completed an ollie, nearly falling off as he landed yet letting out a gleeful 
whoop as he barely executed the move. "Duff! Hey Duff, did'ya see that?" He called out excitedly, beaming over 
to his taller friend slumped in the corner, out of the way. Duff gazed back at him, giving a gentle smile and a 
thumbs-up of approval. Steven cheered again at this, attempting to kick the board up into his hands but 
struggling to catch it. 


Duff sighed, shaking his head to himself at his friend. Steven's undying optimism towards life would always 


amuse him. 


Said drummer was approaching him now, dropping the board on the ground before lowering himself to sit on 


top of it. He settled down next to Duff, shifting the skateboard side to side with small movements of his hips. 


"Be honest, was | any good?" The shorter blond asked, glancing over at his friend. 


Duff shrugged, picking at a small rip in his jeans. "I thought so, looked great to me." He flicked his gaze to 
Steven for a moment before turning back to his pants, trying to hide the small blush on his face and the 
flutter in his chest. 


Steven's face split into a blinding smile at that, obviously touched by Duffs comment. "Thanks, dude!" He 
chirped, flashing his teeth at the bassist again. Duff simply replied with a small shrug and the shadow of a 


grin. 


Steven then reached into the pocket of his shorts, digging around for a moment with a furrowed brow before 
pulling something red and crinkly from his pants. The package was horribly crumpled, but Steven looked 
absolutely elated by his find and immediately tore it open with excitement. 


It turned out the baggie was actually smushed, half-melted Skittles, obviously having taken a beating during 
Steven's skating practice. The drummer was undeterred by their appearance, and continued to happily devour 


them all the same. Duff stifled a snort before asking, "Did you really have those in there this whole time?" 


Steven glanced at him thoughtfully as he chewed his candy. "Well, yeah?" He said, as though it were the most 
obvious thing in the world. "You can't go anywhere without sugar, man," he added, flashing Duff a multicolored 


smile before leaping up and skating away in a single push. 


The baffled bassist could only watch as Steven casually rode his board back to the flat, now looking to attempt 
tricks on the short, metal-edged concrete box and munching candy all the while. 


Duff couldn't hide the soft, elated smile gracing his cheeks, nor could he ignore the skipping feeling under his 
ribs. What the hell was wrong with him? It was just Steven, that idiot shouldn't have him blushing all over like 
a chick. Yet here he was, forcing down the sting of his rising heart as his cheeks flushed with heat: 


He watched Steven sliding the edge of his board along the box before hopping back to the ground, stumbling his 
landing a bit as his board slipped from under him. The drummer laughed, then glanced over to Duff, his grin 
absolutely radiant. Duff smiled back sweetly, taking a deep inhale and holding his breath at the peak. His lips 
parted ever so slightly, and his eyes softened as he let out a slow, relaxed exhale. His heart still thudded in his 
chest, and his body felt warm, but now his mind was woozy with adoration. 


Maybe liking Steven wasn't so bad. 
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By the fourth time, it was becoming habit for Duff to watch for Steven's regular candy fix. He'd almost 
missed it this time, though, with all the hectic activity of preparing for a performance. 


To be quite honest, he'd almost missed the drummer entirely. Duff had been shaking off the nerves in his own 
way- a few healthy swigs of vodka would certainly do the trick- but hadn't expected to stumble upon Steven 


like he did. Tucked away in the corner of the smallest dressing room, curled up as tight as he could be on the 


disgusting little couch, the smaller blond had nearly been glossed over by the bassist's hazy vision. Though 


once he'd spotted him, Duff's lovesick brain went haywire with concern, 


Settling down on the other side of the couch, he glanced to Steven worriedly before asking, "Hey, Pop, 
everything alright?" 


Steven exhaled a small sigh, inching his knees closer to his chest where they were drawn up on the couch. 
While gazing at him, Duff then noticed the half-eaten candy bar held loosely between Steven's fingers. The 
younger boy shakily broke off another piece and nibbled the corner, his eyes distant and defeated. 


| really want a hit, but I'm not gonna do it," he confessed timidly, and suddenly Duff began to see it in Steven's 
appearance. The pale, clammy skin, already beading with sweat near his forehead and his fingers trembling 
where he clutched the wrapping. Steven was trying to starve off his addiction with a bar of chocolate. And 
fuck, if that didn't shatter Duffs heart into a thousand pieces because Steven was so far from okay. 


"Stevie." Duff whispered sympathetically. The drummer beside him bit his lip at Duff's crestfallen tone, his 
fingers curling a bit tighter around the chocolate in his hands. Liquid courage had the bassist reaching a hand 
out to stroke through Steven's hair, fingers clumsily tangling themselves in the curly blond strands. "You 
probably shouldn't quit cold-turkey, you know," he mumbled, scooting himself nearer to his bandmate. 


Steven gazed up at him with watery eyes, wide with surprise, and only then did Duff notice just how stunningly 
blue they were. Steven's expression seemed almost shocked that his friend cared at all, and Duff felt the 
remaining shatters of his heart fall right out of his chest. God, if only he could give Steven all the love in the 


world. No matter what it took, Duff wanted to help him through it all. To see him suffering like this, putting 
himself through withdrawals out of fear of more rejection from their other bandmates- Duff couldn't take it. 


Stiffly, he realized his fantasy had gone much too far. He could never be that person for Steven. And he 
couldn't allow himself to believe he ever would. Duff lowered his hand from Steven's hair, clearing his throat 


softly and glancing down at his lap. 


Steven shifted beside him before speaking. "That's good advice, Duff," he said, but his tone was disinterested 
and dull, almost laced with malice. The drummer took a deep breath, exhaling forcefully, and Duff glanced over 


at him with the disturbance. His chest stung at Steven's expression, who looked distraught and one shade from 
angry. 


"Here, you take this—" Steven huffed suddenly, rising from his seat and shoving his half-eaten chocolate bar 
towards Duff. The bassist glanced between him and the candy, dumbfounded by the resentment in his voice. 
He'd wanted to make Steven feel better, not disturb him further. "I don't.. want it anymore," Steven choked, 
dropping it in Duff's lap before stalking out of the room. 


Stunned, Duff stared at the open door through which his friend had just exited. Blinking slowly, his lips parted 
slightly in shock, he lowered his gaze to the unwrapped chocolate in his lap. It felt like a sick, twisted metaphor, 
mocking him by laying immobile on his ripped, black jeans. 


Look what you've done, it taunted, and Duff felt bile rise in his throat when he couldn't tear his gaze away. The 
last line of chocolate squares had a single piece missing, broken a bit uneven on the edges. Duff had to shove 
it onto the couch before he could think too deeply about imperfect, empty spaces that couldn't be replaced. 


His elbows dug into his knees as he buried his face in his hands. He couldn't panic. Not even if he felt like he 
might have just ruined the most important thing in the world and he still wasn't sure entirely why. Duff 
inhaled shakily, a single gasp, then forced himself to control his exhale as he breathed out. Steven's expression 


of near betrayal swam in his vision, even as he squeezed his eyes shut as tightly as he could. 
That had gone so, so poorly. 


God fucking dammit. 
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The night after the show, rather than joining the others in their debauchery, Duff had first searched the 
entire arena for their blond, bubbly drummer. Once he regretfully established Steven was nowhere to be 
found, he immediately made his way home. Stumbling through the door, Duff raced to crash onto his 


mattress, his bedframe protesting with the force as he collapsed onto it. 


After spending a night moping under his covers, the bassist awoke to find Steven hadn't come home. One 
evening turned into two, then three, and the size of Duff's guilt grew to match. He could only hope Steven was 
safe- and in a best-case scenario, finding an appropriate environment to deal with the withdrawals he was 


experiencing earlier. 


Eventually, Slash proclaimed that Duff couldn't keep sulking over Steven's disappearance, and it was time to get 
him back on the scene. Disgruntled and still slightly guilty, the bassist tried to protest but found himself 
standing outside the neon lights of the club before he even realized what he'd been talked into. 


Blinking slowly, he took in his surroundings with confusion as Slash dragged him through the doors, following 
their other friends inside. His eyes took a moment to adjust to the dim, hazy light, and he gazed around with a 
harsh squint as he was led to a booth and forced onto the sticky, leather seat cushion. 


Others around him were already chatting boisterously, discussing drinks and plans of action for the night. He 
suspected the rest of them were looking to score chicks, judging from the sly tones they spoke in. Duff, on 
the other hand, wasn't on the crawl tonight. He hadn't been interested in hookups for a while now, and a stab 
of his heart reminded him why. 


He sat at the end of the booth, facing the dark, back corner near the restrooms. The bassist was nearly dead 
to the world, eyes downcast and body slumped, his usual alert and free-spirited attitude completely shrunken 


away. 


The call of his name had him turning slowly towards the rest of the table. "Big man! Can you score us some 
drinks?" Axl said with a wry grin as he caught their bassist's attention. "You've bagged that bartender, she 
might knock a little off for us if you're the one to order." 


At that, Duff glanced to the girl behind the bar with a raised, disbelieving brow. She did look familiar, and it 
took him a moment to realize why- yes, he had chatted her up, but it hadn't gone anywhere. The two of them 
did have a beneficent conversation from the whole thing, though. She'd helped him work through his confusion 
about why his heart sped up around Steven and his throat went all dry and his cheeks felt warm and he 
couldn't stop smiling. Which, in hindsight, shouldn't have been as much of a surprise to him as it was. She was 
wonderfully understanding, all things considered. 


Swallowing his pride, he took the napkin scribbled with drink orders and slid out from the booth, slowly trudging 
towards the bar. He perched himself at the very end, leaning against it heavily as he waited for her attention. 


A minute or so later, she glanced at him and smiled politely. 


"Hi, long time no see!" She remarked sweetly, her voice slightly raised over the blaring music and noises in the 


bar. 


Duff gave an awkward, close-lipped smile in return. "Yeah- yeah, good to see you. Uh, just these, please," he 


managed to stutter, handing over the crudely-scrawled napkin list. 


He watched her turn away and make the drinks with drooping eyes, resting his head on his hand as his elbow 
sat on the bartop. She arranged his glasses on a tray as she made them, and as the last one was set on the 


circular piece of plastic, she leaned into him, eyes sparkling with curiosity. 


"That guy- the one you told me about, what was his name?" She asked, her voice low as she spoke close to 


his ear. Slightly taken aback, Duff scanned her face for any sign of hostility or judgement but found none. 
"Uh... he's- S-Steven. His name is Steven," he said, his voice much more quiet and self-conscious than before. 
She grinned at him then, and he could see in her eyes she'd made a connection somehow. "The one with ‘big, 


blond hair like a cloud’ and a ‘smile brighter than the literal sun, ?" She asked, a knowing expression hidden in 


the amusement on her face. 


Duff sighed, hoping the flush of his cheeks wasn't visible in the low light. "Yeah, uh, that's the one." Apparently, 


the girl remembered their conversation better than he'd expected. 


A gentler, more understanding look took over her features then, and she drew back slightly from Duff. "Well," 
she said, a bit hopefully, "He's sitting right over there. Charming kid, really. | see where you're coming from." 


Duff stood completely still for a moment, relief, confusion, and mostly shock leaving him blinking at her like an 
idiot. Slowly, hesitantly, he turned his wide eyes to follow her finger, and sure enough- 


His only glimpse was the back of a messy, blond head of hair in the darkness of the club, but Duff recognized 
him immediately. The way he sat on the barstool gave him away. Steven, who he hadn't heard from in three 


days, was just a few paces away. And also was completely unaware of Duff being as close as he was. 


He was about to approach, his mind reeling with apologies, concerns, and a strange craving for intimate physical 


connection, when he stopped completely short. 


It happened faster than Duff could process: Steven was turning towards him, his mouth open in a bubbly laugh 
the bassist didn't have to hear to recognize. Resting between his teeth, however, was a bright green hard 
candy. Sour apple paired with a gin and toric. A lump rose in Duff's throat, and his eyes prickled with heat. 


Without another word, he turned away as quickly as he could and began striding across the dark club floor. He 


had no idea if the girl or his friends even noticed; his mind and vision alike were too blurred and frantic. 


Clumsily, anxiously, he stumbled his way through the bodies and forced open the door. Taking a rattling, gasping 
breath, he braced himself against the cool cement wall outside. A second later, when he'd managed to stay 


upright, Duff dragged himself to the side of the club and ducked down the alley nearby. 


He sank down, back to the brick of the towering building. Duff inhaled again shakily, trying to slow his breathing 
and stop panting through his mouth. 


He hadn't expected to see Steven tonight. 


Duff really, really hoped the drummer hadn't spotted him in this state, rushing off after catching a glimpse of 
him. His guilt had accumulated after driving his bandmate off a few nights ago, and after bumping into Steven 


here it had all come crashing down. 


As he began to calm himself slightly, his chest heaving less and less, his mind cleared as well. Steven didn't look 
like he was taking it as hard as Duff. Rather, he looked jubilant, carefree and smiling. 


Perhaps the time by himself had been good for the drummer. A fresh perspective could almost never hurt, 
and it seemed by stepping away Steven was giving himself just that. The sooner they could make amends, the 
better, and thinking about what had caused their little disagreement from a new angle was a good start. 


Duff sighed, resting his chin on his knee. If Steven needed space, he'd get as much as he needed. The bassist 


was so head over heels he'd leave Steven alone for weeks if it meant he'd be happy. 


Maybe Duff shouldn't be such a freaking bitch about things. And maybe it was a good idea to let Steven come 


to him whenever he felt like he was ready. 


Yeah, that didn't sound like a bad plan. 


+H 


Duff was using his evening off rehearsals to the fullest by lounging in his bed with a bag of chips and a stolen 


issue of Spiderman (one of his housemates’, he wasn't sure which). 


Just as Peter Parker was about to gain the upper hand on Tombstone, the door to Duff's room pushed open 
slowly. The bassist slowly looked up from his comic with a mouthful of chips at the intruder. His stomach 
erupted in butterflies as a wild, ratty mane of gold peeked behind the door. Steven The bassist quickly 
swallowed with wide eyes, trying to regain a bit of his dignity. 


"Whoops- uh," the drummer stuttered, caught a bit off guard at Duff's obvious surprise. "Just wanted to see 
if you had a joint, or something. Hey, is that mine?" Steven paused with a furrowed brow as he noticed the 
magazine in Duff's grasp. 


The taller blond shrugged, setting it down on the bed and sitting up straight. "Dunno," he answered, still a bit 
surprised. After all, this was the first time they'd really spoken one-on-one since the awkward moment before 


their last show. "Was just on the floor." 


The drummer nodded with understanding, beginning to slowly back out of Duffs space. "Well, uh, | might go see 
if Slash's got stuff | can-" 


"Hey, Pop- Steven," Duff interrupted, his voice slightly raised from the confused mumble of before. His hand 
shot out to lightly grasp the drummer's arm before he could turn away, which had Steven glancing back at 
him, slightly surprised. 


"I just- um-" Duff swallowed, the words he'd been considering since last week suddenly escaping him. "The 


show, a couple days ago..we're like, cool, right?" 


The apology and dash of despair in his tone must have been evident, as Steven glanced down bashfully, holding 
back a smile. "Yeah, yeah we're cool," the younger man said with a small smirk. Duff could have sworn his 
cheeks turned a bit rosy, or perhaps it was just wishful thinking. 


Duff dropped his hand from Steven's arm as the shorter blond continued. "Sorry about, like-" Steven gestured 
slightly to indicate his slightly dramatic behavior from a few nights prior. "I wasn't really, y'know, myself" 


Duff waved him off with a relieved smile, his usual expression of contentment returning to his face. "Aw, no 
worries, man. Wrong moment, wrong time type of thing, yeah?" He said casually, trying to tone down his elation 


at Steven's forgiveness. 


"Hey- wanna, uh, maybe stay? Hang for a little?" He invited hopefully, heart skipping as he considered getting 
to spend more time with Steven. Duff couldn't help the wide, genuine smile stretching his cheeks. Steven 
grinned back with the same excitement, his eyes gleaming in the way Duff had come to associate with 


wholehearted enjoyment. 


"Yeah, dude. I'll stay." Steven sounded more at ease himself as he took a seat next to Duff on the bed, not 
hesitating to make himself comfortable. He bumped shoulders with the taller blond as Duff picked up the comic 
again, this time holding it between them so they could read it together. 


The bassist's eyes flitted to the top of the page before his gaze was drawn away, distracted by the crinkling 
of aluminum packaging. Beside him, Steven had once again magically produced a piece of candy from his pocket- 
this time, a milk chocolate Hershey's Kiss. The little blond popped the cone-shaped chocolate in his mouth, 
giving Duff a wide, close lipped-smile when he noticed him staring. 


Duff had to ask He'd picked up on the odd pattern for too long to let this opportunity pass by. "What's with 
you and all the candy, man?" He questioned with a chuckle, the corners of his mouth tweaking upwards as he 


watched Steven suck on his chocolate. 
"Hmm?" The drummer hummed, tilting his head slightly at the question 


"You've always got- | dunno, suckers, and chocolates and shit," Duff shrugged, his tone more genuinely curious 


than accusatory. "Why? Where does it all come from?" 


Steven blushed slightly. He knew he definitely had an affection for sweets, but it was a bit embarrassing that 
even Duff had noticed. Steven was a naturally hyperactive person, and having something to chew or suck on 
helped him focus all that energy. The massive sweet tooth he'd been harboring since he was young didn't 
exactly help. 


"| guess | just like having something there all the time? Like, just have a little piece when | need something to 
distract me, or whatever. It helps me forget about other stuff," Steven explained thoughtfully, his hands 
coming up to gesture as he spoke. "And it's kinda hard to be sad when you're eating candy, so it's an easy 
pick-me-up on bad days." 


Duff nodded in understanding, a tiny, amused grin on his face. Steven was officially the most adorable person in 
the world. The kid munched on candy, day after day, with his reasoning basically being it kept him happy. "I 
think it's pretty fuckin’ clever, if you ask me," he replied. Steven's features settled in relief of Duff's 


acceptance. 


"Thanks," He replied bashfully. His tone lightened as he elbowed Duff in the ribs jokingly. "Why'd you ask? You 


want one?" He teased lightly, his beaming smirk warming Duffs chest. 


"Huh?" The bassist questioned, a dazed smile on his face. It was easy to get lost in Steven's words with his 


handsome expression. 


"A Kiss, you want one?" The younger boy repeated. 


Realization crossed Duff's face as he recalled the chocolate Steven had just finished eating. "Oh, uh- sure, why 
not?" He shrugged, leaning back against the wall. He watched Steven for a second, waiting for the smaller blond 


to start digging in his pocket again- but he didn't: 


Rather, Steven gazed gently into Duff's eyes for an unblinking moment. Just as the bassist parted his lips to 
ask something else, Steven leaned in swiftly and pressed his mouth to Duffs firmly. 


The bassist's heart nearly soared through his throat. It took him a moment to realize, holy shit, thats Steven 


and those are his lips and he's kissing me right now. 


He could feel Steven beginning to pull away, probably concerned that Duff hadn't responded in any form. Before 
he could separate their lips, Duff kissed back with resurgence, one hand coming up to desperately grip at the 
hair on the side of Steven's head. The smaller blond made a small sound in the back of his throat, but moved 
his mouth against Duff's more confidently. The two needily devoured each other, the kiss still gentle but in no 
way hesitant. 


Finally, Duff pulled himself off of Steven with a deep exhale, his eyes still held shut. Slowly, they fluttered open 
to see his doe-eyed, blond bandmate staring up at him, lips pink and shimmering. The two surveyed each other 
for a few moments before Duff found his voice. 


"You taste so sweet," the older boy finally mumbled, his voice low and soft. 


Steven's hooded eyes twinkled, his ever-present smile glancing over his lips. "Did you like that kiss more?" He 
asked quietly, voice smooth and sultry. 


"Oh fuck, yes," Duff breathed, licking over his lips, eyes still staring into Stever's. "I could even go for another.” 


The drummer's eyes grew at that, his smile widening with glee. "You don't even hafta ask," he murmured, 
tilting his head upwards and lifting his hand to caress Duff's chin lightly. Their lips slotted together again, this 
time with much more certainty and ease. As Duff licked over Steven's lower lip, dipping his tongue deeper into 
the younger's mouth, Steven groaned softly. His hand clutched the side of Duff's jaw a bit tighter, and he 
climbed swiftly over Duff's legs to settle in his lap mid-kiss. 


Duff's large palms settled onto Steven's hips naturally, resting there to hold him in place as they continued 
their heated exchange. Steven's own hands cupped both the bassist's cheeks now as Duff nibbled and licked at 
his plush lips. The drummer sighed softly, pressing one more lazy peck to Duffs mouth before slowly leaning 
back, sitting on his bandmate's thighs with hands still holding his face. 


"God," Duff exhaled, eyes blinking dazedly and his voice almost astonished. He gazed at the gorgeous man in 
front of him, drinking in the sight of swollen lips and cheeks flushed with heat. 


Steven giggled softly, eyes scrunching and teeth glinting as he smiled. "No, just Steven," he joked, looking into 
Duff's eyes with adoration. 


Duff broke a smile at that- how couldn't he? Steven was the kind of person to make you laugh all day long. 
"What am | gonna do with you, hmm?" He asked, tucking a stray curl behind Steven's ear as he grinned. 


Steven shrugged with a tilt of his head, the motion goofy and unbothered. "Keep me, | hope?" He suggested 


with a curious, optimistic look on his face. 


Duff chuckled a litle at that, leaning in and pressing a simple, lasting peck to Steven's lips. Mouths nearly 
brushing as he spoke, Duff whispered: 


‘I'd be crazy not to, Poppy.” 


